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JOHN: No, It's out of the question.   I really can't.   I'm

awfully sorry.
SYLVIA: How can you be so Hard? It's the last wish hell ever

have in the world. It's your last chance of showing your

love for him.   Oh, John, show a little mercy to his

weakness I

JOHN: But, Sylvia, It would be blasphemous.
SYLVIA: What are you talking about?  You don't believe.

To you it's merely an idle ceremony. What can it matter

to you if you go through a meaningless form?
JOHN: I've been a Christian too long.   I have a hundred

generations of Christianity behind me.
SYLVIA: You never hesitated at coming to church when we

were going to be married.
JOHN: That was different.
SYLVIA: How? That was a sacrament, too.  Are you afraid

of a little bread and wine that a priest has said a few

words over?

JOHN: Sylvia, don't torment me. I tell you I can't.
SYLVIA; [Scornfully.] I   never   imagined   you   would   be

superstitious.   You're frightened.   You feel just like

people about sitting thirteen at table.  Of course it's all

nonsense, but there may be something in it.
JOHN: I don't know what I feel.   I only know that I, an

unbeliever, can't take part In a ceremony that was

sacred to me when I believed.
SYLVIA: [Bitterly.] It's very natural. It only means that you

love yourself better than anyone else. Why should one

expect you to have pity for your father, or gratitude?
JOHN: Oh, Sylvia, where did you learn to say such cruel
/"things? I can't, I tell you, I can't. If father were in his

normal mind, neither he nor mother would wish me to

do such a thing,

SYLVIA: But your mother does wish it. Oh, John, don't be